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said slowly. " What's that noise ? It sounds exactly
like the jabbering of a monkey."

<{ Oh, that," said the landlord lightly, " is some-
thing in another room, a kind of pet, and yet not a
pet: something which ought to have been human,
but isn'fc/'

" Fin going to see for myself," said Brown, stagger-
ing to his feet. " Fm going to open that door."

" No ! " shouted the landlord. "You'll do nothing
of the kind. Just sit down quietly. Your nerves are
a bit upset, that^s all."

<f But I can't stand that noise. Ws horrible,"
protested Brown.

" I'll soon stop it," said the landlord. " Sit down."

Brown sat down while the landlord opened a door
sufficiently wide to admib his person, and shut it
rapidly as soon as he was on the other side.

While Brown sat shaking in his chair the jabbering
noise increased. It seemed to be a shriek of stormy
protest, and it was mingled with the landlord's oaths.

cc Stop that damn row !" shouted the landlord.
<c You won^t stop, you ugly devil ? Very well, then,
take that."

Brown heard the crack of a whip. The jabbering
became demoniacal, and a chair was knocked over*
There seemed to be some kind of struggle going on in
the nexfc room. The whip cracked again, followed by
a low, piteous cry, the opening of a door, and then
silence.